VISITATIONS

Who would have thought my shrivelled heart
Gould have recovered greenness ?   It was gone
Quite under ground : as flowers depart
To see their mother root, when they have blown,

Where they together,

All the hard weather,
Dead to the world, keep house unknown.

These are thy wonders, Lord of Power,
Killing and quickening, bringing down to hell
And up to heaven in an hour ;
Making a chiming of a passing bell.

We said amiss

This or that is:
Thy word is all, if we could spell. . . .

And now in age I bud again
After so many deaths I live and write ;
I once more smell the dew and rain
And relish versing ; O my only Light!

It cannot be

That I am he
On whom thy tempests fell all night.
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How rich, O Lord, how fresh thy visits are !
5Twas but just now my bleak leaves hopeless hung

Sullied with dust and mud ;
Each snarling blast shot through me, and did share
Their youth and beauty ; cold showers nipped and
wrung

Their spiciness and blood.
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